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By this time they had been recognised by the Seths*
horsemen. The conversation became more familiar,
and the camel riders more communicative. They in-
formed us that they had been as far as the rebel army,
and that it was advancing on Agra. Here Dillawar took
up the conversation, and asked if the road to Agra was
quiet. ' Quite quiet' was the reply. Our spirits rose.
The answer to the next inquiry effectually depressed
them. ' Were any of the enemy on the road ? ' ' Yes,
plenty; fchey had pickets all along it. There was a de-
tachment of a hundred and twenty horsemen in the town
of Furrah just ahead; we had better avoid it.'
No more questions were asked; the riders wished our
men farewell, jerked the camel's nose-string, the huge
creature broke into a shambling trot, and disappeared in
the darkness.
This information about the pickets struck us with
consternation. If they were all along the road it would
be hardly possible to escape them. Our horsemen pro-
posed that we should return to Muttra. To this proposal
I at once refused to listen, and it was well that I did so.
I felt convinced that our only chance of safety lay in our
reaching Agra.
Having decided to proceed, we consulted how to get
past the picket before us. Dillawar Khan informed us
that we should presently come to a lane which* branched
off to the right. He proposed that we should turn into
this lane; after making a considerable circuit it would
bring us again into the high road, some miles nearer
Agra. This seemed the best course, and we resolved to
adopt it.
A ride of a mile brought us to the lane, I was much
disconcerted to find, as we entered it, that it was the dis-
used high road, which, long neglected, was now fall of